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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Everything is fiction. 


First concert of Metallica's existence had place in 1182. The formation is Lars Ulrich on drums, James Hetfield 
as rythmic guitarist and vocalist, Dave Mustaine as lead guitarist and backing vocal and Ron McGovney as 
bassist. Everyone was ready for the show only James was sat on a chair as still as he could while Dave was 


trying to make him stand up. 

"Come on James, everyone is waiting for you." Dave said dragging James off the chair. James shook his head 
and crossed his arms against his chest. Lars covered his face with the palms of his hands and screamed in 
despair. 


"You are acting like a kid James Alan Hetfield" Lars rolled his eyes and take one of James’ arms. 


"Lars, let go of me! Don't make me hit you!" James warned the drummer while he was pushed on stage. All 


their fans started to scream at his appearance. The rest of the band get on stage after James who was the 


most timid person in the world that moment. 


So,how are you tonight San Francisco?" Lars screamed in his microphone. All the fans screamed in excitement 
while Dave was slapping James who was refusing to sing or play guitar. Dave handed the guitar to the singer 


who take it timidly and put the trap over his shoulder. 
"| can't do it Dave." James said to the guitarist who shook his head laughing. 


"You can do this motherfucker, imagine that you are at home..or when we were recording the songs. Just be 
you and make this show awesome!" Dave punched his arm playfully then go to his place on stage. 


"Hello San Francisco!" James greeted the fans still scared about what will happen. The park was echoed with a 
wave of random screaming. Dave started to play Am | EvilJames accompanied at the rythmical parts and 
started to sing but he wasn't that shy person anymore. He was like a lion, no fears, nothing could make him 


stop. 
"Am | evil?" he sing then the crowd continued. 


"Yes | am." James’ lips arched into a smile and continued to play and sing few more songs. Everything was 
perfect, they had one more song then the show should end. 


"This is a tribute to Bob Seger." James looked at the ground then started to play. "Everyone knows this song?" 
he asked looking at the crowd which screamed "Yeah!" immediately. 


"On a long and lonesome highway,east of Omaha.." he sang then the fans continued bringing a smile on his face. 


"Here | go, playing the star again. There | go,turn the page." he left his head down and stop playing and covered 
his face with his right forearm,the others continued with Dave singing and playing the rest of the song. James 
runned in backstage and throw the guitar on the sofa then sat on the ground next to his second guitar and 
raised his legs to his chest, he covered his face with his palms trying to hold back his tears but failed. The 
others said goodbye to the crowd after the song and excused for James’ disappearance. They come in 
backstage laughing to each other until Lars saw James. He sat on his knees and hugged the vocalist, James 
sniffed letting out another sob. Dave jogged to them and take Lars’ place. 


| told you it will be awesome and it was more than awesome." Dave said rubbing James’ back calming him. The 


others leave the backstage leaving James and Dave alone. 


"Are you done now?" Dave asked but the vocalist shook his head and nuzzled into his chest. James wipped his 
tears with his hands, Dave stand up and take one of James’ hands dragging him to the exit of the backstage. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Fiction 


James stopped from walking looking at Dave 
"What are you doing?" James asked struggling. 


"We are going back home?" Dave said and raised an eyebrow in confusion James shook his head and take back 


his hand. "Why the hell I'm asking. You are coming even if you want or not." 
"Dave, since when are you my both parents?" James asked and sat on the couch, Dave lifted his shoulders. 


"You are such a pussy sometimes." Dave rolled his eyes but it didn't last much because James pushed him 


against the wall, 


"You know | have weak nerves Mustaine, so shut up. Understand?" James clicked his neck looking into Dave's 


eyes. 


"Calm down tiger. Find your peace and see you at home" Dave pushed him away and exit outta the place. 
James sat on the ground next to his guitar and closed his eyes. The show was running in front of his eyes, 
every thought in his mind during Turn The Page was about about his family. He looked at his guitar then stand 
up heading to the exit. The city was silent, too silent for a Friday night, the road was empty, no car around. 


James walked to the house looking straight at the path so he confused the paths, when he finally realized the 
confusion, he turned around with a growl and continued to walk home. When he (finally) arrived at home, he 


opened the door and walked inside. Dave served him with a beer and show him a smile, he was drunk. 


"You finally arrived!" Dave laughed and wrap his right arm around James' neck. James removed Dave's arm and 
climbed the stairs to his room, which is also Dave's room. He lyed on his bed and stare at the ceiling for 
several minutes then opened the beer and take a sip of it then placed the can on the nightstand. He adopted 
the past position again and closed his eyes. 


He fell asleep while the rest of the band was destroying the house. Two hours passed and the volume of the 
music was slowly turned off,they straighten to their rooms laughing until Dave wake James up who stand up 


from the bed to yell at them. 


"Shut the fuck up fucktards, someone is trying to sleep here!" they all shut their mouths and continued to 


walk on their paths. Dave accompanied James still laughing with no reason. 


"You missed the best thing of the night Ron.Ron." Dave gasped for air laughing, James raised an eyebrow 
confused "Ron and Lars kissed,ips on lips,mouth to mouth,fucking french." James' eyes grew to the size of the 
dinner plates then he calmed,the image of his drummer and bassist making out wasn't very pleasant for his 


eyelids. He erased the imagine from his head and lye on his bed trying to ignore Dave. 
"Anyway, why didn't you come downstairs?" Dave asked looking at James. 
"Fuck of fl'the blond haired mumbled narrowing his eyes. 


"You are so cute when you are angry." Dave chuckled drawing invisible patterns on his knee."You don't like me 
or which is the reason for acting so distand with me?" Dave used his sad tone which always melt James but it 


doesn't happened this time. James turned his head to the wall and ignored the question. 


"I. | have a girlfriend and you saw her muscles and 2. leave me alone, I'm not in mood." James whispered, Dave 
smirked then climbed on top of James standing in his knees and hands. James was now in shock and his breath 


was accelerate. 
"Dave, get off me!" James tried to push the guitarist but he didn't moved. 
"You don't like me?" Dave's eyes were now watery then a tear fell on James forehead. 


‘lm seriousget off me and leave me alo-" Dave cut him off kissing him. The vocalist pulled away with a forced 


struggle and Dave was now on the floor. 


"God damn it. l'm so sorry man, | didn't meant to do it” Dave said quickly and stand up. James wiped his lips 
with his hand and looked angrily at Dave. The redhead catch James' hand but James struggled and escaped. 


"Don't fucking touch me!" James screamed and opened the door taking his skateboard in process. 


‘James..man,'m sorry. | didn't meant to." Dave said walking behind him. “It wasn't with intention, swear." James 


ignored him and put on his trainers. 


"I don't want to hear you anymore." James whispered looking straight into Dave's eyes like he was gonna 
explode if he would hear Dave's voice again. James left the house leaving the guitarist broken hearted and 


confused. 


James headed to the skating park and walked to the center of it. He sat on a bench and looked straight 
forward,in a moment his anger escaped his body then the skateboard was threw to the ground. He covered his 
face with the palms of his hands trying to think on something else but his mind was now set only on Dave. An 
arm wrapped around his shoulders making him to uncover his face. The person sat down next to him and 
because of curiosity James turned his head to the unknown man which wasn't so unknown. It was one of his 


skateboarding friends, Kirk. 


"What happened man?" Kirk asked but James ignored the question and turned his head to the right being sure 
that Kirk couldn't see his face. Kirk stand up then sat in the right side of James but the blonde turned his 
head to the left. Kirk crossed his arms against his chest and asked "Are you crying?" 


"Nol" James replied as quickly as possible wipping the last hint of any tears. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 

Fiction 

Kirk watched him with a creepy smile on his face. 

"The concert was awesome." Kirk said and punched James’ arm playfully. 
"Really? | can't believe you were there." James asked and looked at Kirk smiling. 


"Yes, | was somewhere in the second line. It was really awesome." Kirk looked up and stare at the glowing stars 


which were covering the whole sky. 
"Thank you for coming. You are playing guitar, right?" James asked then stand up to take his skateboard. 


"Yeah but I'm not that good as you are and Dave..he's evil at playing solos." Kirk laughed but James’ smile 
faded 


"Are you busy tomorrow?" tomorrow Dave will be gone at his parents for 2 days in La Mesa. 
"| don't think so." Kirk said lifting his shoulders. 


"Wanna come at my place, | really wanna hear you playing." James sat next to him and put the skateboard to 
his side. Kirk widened his eyes and stare at James who was still smiling. 


"Are you serious?" Kirk asked raising an eyebrow, James nodded and kept the smile on his face. Kirk bit his lip 
and looked to the ground. "So what happened earlier?" Kirk was still curious and wanted to find out what was 
bothering James. 


"Doesn't matter." James looked down whispering. "Anyway | should go now." He stand up but Kirk didn't react. 


"Oh, ok. See you tomorrow." Kirk smiled nodding and crossed his arms against his chest after he zipped up his 


jacket. James was standing in front of him watching him. 


"You are not going home?" the blonde asked but Kirk didn't answered. "Hello!" James said waving his hand in 


front of Kirk's face then sat down on his skateboard. Kirk shook his head and looked at him. 


"What did you said?" Kirk asked and raised his head a little, enough to see James perfectly. 


"| asked you if you are not going home." Kirk looked away and shook his head. 


"| would like to stay here few more minutes." James didn't turned his head away, something was clearly wrong 


somewhere and that was really disturbing James. 


"It happened again?" James whispered and looked at the ground. Kirk turned his head to him with a shocked 
face, James looked up and straighten his head a little to Kirk wanting the answer. Kirk nodded his head with 
hesitation making James to slap himself. "I'm gonna kill him if he lays his disgusting hands on you again" James 
stand up from the skateboard and walk around it thinking. "Tell me what happened now." Kirk mumbled a no but 
James didn't take no as an answer, when he recive ‘no' as answer you'll probably hear him ‘Doesn't exist no in 
my dictionary,try one more time’. "One day he will kill you..and if that happen | swear | will.cry,and you don't 
want to see me that way." James placed his hands on Kirk's shoulders making his whimper and look deep into 


his eyes. 

"Why do you care so much?" Kirk whispered looking down to his feet. 

"Because Mr. Kirk Hammett, he's your fucking father and you know that I'm capable to kill any parasite that 
hurts you." James said but Kirk removed his hands and stand up from the bench and started to walk. James 
picked up his skateboard and walk after Kirk getting into his way. "Why are you ignoring me] just want to help 
you." James said stopping Kirk. 

"And what do you want me to do?" Kirk asked and pushed James away. 

"What to do? Come at my place, like | said for the milionth time. How can you endure so much pain?" James 
asked walking next to Kirk but the brunette didn't pay attention on him. James talked all the road to Kirk's 
house but Kirk was acting like a deaf person. When they arrived in front of Kirk's door, the brunette finally 
spoke 

"Did you heard me?" James said looking straight at Kirk who was looking at the ground very fascinated. 
"What? Can you repeat please?" Kirk asked looking at James who was on the point of despair. 


"You just can't let him do this to you." James whispered looking down at Kirk 


"Why do you care so much?" Kirk asked again, that question will finally have an answer. James wrapped his 


arms around his own body and take a deep breath. 


'|.because.| like you." James mumbled looking to his right avoiding Kirk's eyes. Kirk was now in shock, were his 


ears damaged or James just said that he like him? 
"What?" he asked to be sure that James wasn't joking with that thing. 


"I like you, ok? And if that fucker dare to touch you again, it will end bad" James walked closer to Kirk. 


"I can't fucking face him, | can't even play guitar because it's disturbing him from drinking, | can't even breath 
because it's still wrong, in his head" Kirk said keeping one of his hands to his eyes to wipe his tears before 


they had the chance to escape from his eyes. 


"Just listen to me and come at my place." James said and wrapped an arm around Kirk's waist but the 


brunette pushed him away. 


"Don't touch me,please don't touch me." Kirk whispered taking a step back. 


Chapter 4 


Author's Notes: 
Everything it\'s fictional. 


Don't kill me for that name, | have no idea what's Kirk's father name so | put a random one. 


James take back his arms and look at Kirk who was kind of panicked. He's always scared to be touched after 
the problems with his father. Every touch hit him like a thunder reminding him of the beat he gets every 


night with no reason. 


"Thank you for coming." Kirk whispered placing his hand on the doorknob to open the door. James grabbed 
Kirk's hand and drag him closer, in the process James’ left hand climbed to Kirk's neck and gently pushed his 
face forward,close enough to feel his lips. After seizing few seconds kissing Kirk, James was looking into 
brunette's eyes. Kirk left his head down trying to stay still under James' touch, he gently removed James’ 
hand and opened the door. He leaned closer to James and kissed back then took a step back getting into the 
house. If his father is at home, he's fucked. Frank, his father was sat on the sofa in the living room.The light 
was turned off Kirk thought that Frank wasn't at home and he turn on the light to search for a sheet of 


paper. 


"Where have you been?" Frank asked after Kirk turn on the light. Kirk turned around and look straight at his 
father. 


"Out for a walk." he said and went to the desk where he sat down and started to write something on a sheet 
of paper. He tried to ignore the presence of his father but it was too hard because Frank was closer and 
closer to him. Kirk stand up and turned around then started to walk to the stairway. 


"For a walk with who?" Frank asked looking at Kirk who was panicked like he was going to be hanged up. He bit 
his lips then answered the question 


"Tom and Keith." he said but his father wasn't sure about Kirk's answer. He make a sign to Kirk to come 


closer, if he's not obeying, it could be worst. Kirk climbed down the stairs and get closer to his father. 
"How stupid do you think | am?" Frank whispered with a galon of anger in his voice. 


"But | was out with them" Kirk said. James was looking at them through the window to be sure that Kirk 
wouldn't be injuried in a fight with his father. About Kirk's walk, he went out with his friends, even if they told 
him he could get in trouble. Frank let it down and asked where's Chefela, Kirk's mother. This thing is always 


annoying for Kirk "You two are divorced,remember?" Kirk answered. His father stared at him a little then 


changed the subject when he observed that Kirk was climbing the stairs again. 

"Where are you going now?" Frank asked looking after Kirk who turned enough to see him. 

‘In my room." Kirk replied them continued to climb the stairs."I'm not feeling in mood to argue tonight" 
"What did you said?" Frank arched an eyebrow like James did asking what the hell is happering. 


"l'm sick of your questions,your drinking..your face. Everything." he screamed then Frank started to climb the 
stairs after him. 


"What the hell are you doing?" James asked looking through the window. Kirk turned to his father pointing his 
finger to him. 


"I'm done with this, | can't take it anymore." he lifted his shirt showing his father the wounds he had on his 
waist. "Are you proud of this, hm?" he let his shirt down. James couldn't see too much because the light on 
the stairs was too pale. His father murmured something then went back to his drinking. Kirk went to his room 
and plugged his guitar starting to play one of his band's songs. Of course it didn't take long and his father 
came to his room. James was leaned against the wall thinking. 


"How many times | have to tell you that you can't play guitar at night" his father slammed the door and 
returned to his room. Kirk sat on his bed with his head in his hands. He unplugged the guitar and went outside 
and sit in front of the door with his back leaned against the door and started to play what he wanted to play 
but couldn't. James heared the guitar realising that Kirk was out now. He didn't wanted to be seen by Kirk so 
he walked behind the house few houses away then jumped on his skateboard letting the wheels spin looking 
straight forward like nothing happened. He turned his head into Kirk's direction stopping in front of him. 


"What are you doing here?" James asked trying to look confused. Kirk looked up to see James standing in front 


of him. 


"Play guitar, are you blind?" Kirk said then looked down at his guitar while he was playing "You said you will go 


home." 


"Yeah but | went to the park few more minutes then | decided to go home." he explained and sat down on his 


skateboard. 

"Your house wasn't in that direction?" Kirk pointed to the left. 

"Yeah but | prefere this way." James said. They both remain silent for few seconds then James talked again 
"Can we talk please?" he said. Kirk looked at him and stand up, he opened the door and walked inside then placed 


his guitar against the sofa. He accompanied James against closing the door behind him. 


"lim listening" he said leaning against the door. James stand up and walked two steps closer to Kirk. He felt both 


insecured and protected around James,he wanted to be around him but somehow he wanted to keep the 
distance. 


"Why are you acting this way?" the light fell over James’ face making it visible in the night. "I just want to 
help you." Kirk crossed his arms against his chest shooking his head. He started to walk along the sidewalk 


